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there's a bluebird
in my heart 
that wants to get out 
but I'm too tough for 
him, 
I say, stay in there, 
I'm not going 
to let anybody see you.
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there's a bluebird 
in my heart 
that wants to get out 
but I'm too clever, 
I only let him out 
at night sometimes 
when everybody's 
asleep. 
I say, 
I know that 
you're there, 
so don't be sad. 



th
en
 I
 p
ut
 h
im
 b
ac
k,
 

bu
t 
he
's
 s
in
gi
ng
 a
 l
it
tl
e 

in
 t
he
re
, 

I 
ha
ve
n'
t 
qu
it
e 
le
t 
hi
m 
di
e 

an
d 
we
 s
le
ep
 t
og
et
he
r 
li
ke
 t
ha
t 

wi
th
 o
ur
 s
ec
re
t 
pa
ct
 

an
d 
it
's
 n
ic
e 
en
ou
gh
 

to
 m
ak
e 
a 
ma
n 
we
ep
, 

bu
t 
I 
do
n'
t 
we
ep
, 

do
 y
ou
?
 



[a
re
 y
ou
 y
ou
r 
ow
n 
bo
un
da
ry
?
]


